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Destined to Meet is the third and final book in the Destined Series. To fully understand Anala Geil and her Hunters, I recommend reading Destined to Kill and Destined to Love before diving into Destined to Meet. The Destined Series follows Anala Geil on her journey from Hunter to Cursed Hunter. All Ana wants is to be a normal teenager. The problem is, she’s anything but ordinary. Not only is she a Hunter (Cursed Ones beware), she is also Cursed (a vampire) and, well, over 600 years old. Still, she strives to live her life as normally as possible. She has just graduated from high school (again) and has taken her friends—and not-so-friends—along on a trip into her past. It just so happens that those friends are descendants of Hunters, and Ana needs their help. 

In this final book, we'll see if Ana, her lover Sam, and her loyal friends/Hunters can face the challenges awaiting them in the land where her life began six centuries ago. One thing Ana knows for certain is that she will do everything in her power to protect those she loves. She's already lost too much, and she isn't sure if her immortal heart can endure any more.
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“Anala Lagan?" 

Amanda's incredulous voice broke through my shocked immobility. Obviously, I heard right if Amanda is saying the same name that is going through my head. Over and over.

"Impossible." My voice is barely above a whisper, and I doubt anyone is even paying attention to me. That is, until I feel Sam's hand resting lightly on my back. Even that gentle touch is enough to ground me.

"Yes." Tania looks confused by my reluctance to believe her. She turns to me, anger flashing in her hazel eyes. "You question my honor?"

"Hold on there, Buffy," Jenna steps between me and Tania, holding her hands up in a placating gesture. I can't help but snicker at her 'Buffy' comment, and she turns to smirk at me before addressing Tania again. "A..., er, Ella's not questioning your honor. We just have things we need to discuss. Alone."

Jenna turns and walks confidently out of the room, expecting me to follow her. Damn. This might get complicated. I can't just leave Tania here alone without someone watching her. I haven't known her long enough to trust her.

"Sara?" I beckon. She strides towards me, giving Tania a small smile as she passes.

"You want me to stay and keep an eye on her?" Sara asks quietly.

"Please. We will fill you in on everything when we can. Is that okay?"

I don't want Sara to feel she's not part of the group, no matter how new she is. She has proven herself to me, and even though we have had our disagreements, I trust her to be discreet with Tania. She nods slightly.

"Come." Sara takes Tania by the arm and leads her out towards the kitchen. "Let's see if we can find something suitable to eat. My grandmother could make a delicious meal out of any scraps she found in the kitchen."

I wait until her voice fades away before turning to the others.

"Let's not keep Jenna waiting. No telling what she'll do to us."


      [image: ]"About time. Thought I was going to have to come in there and drag you people out." Jenna pops her gum for good measure, grinning at me when I let out a slight growl.

"How can this be possible?" Sam asks, ignoring Jenna's antics.

"It can't be, as far as I know," I answer. Then again, I had no idea that other Hunters-or 'Enforcers'-were roaming the world, consorting with Cursed Ones. I wonder, if my parents had lived, would I have learned about the others? Why did Papa keep all of this from me? He must have known that Cursed Ones and Hunters existed beyond our village. Why keep me in the dark if I were to inherit leadership of the Society? Too many damned questions, and not enough answers.

Perhaps he was trying to protect you.

Sam's voice in my head expressed understanding and compassion, but it didn't help me.

Protecting me involves giving me all the information I need to defend myself.

I briefly touch Sam's arm as a silent apology for my attitude. It still feels strange to me that we can communicate fully without anyone else knowing.

"I need their journals," I say aloud.

"Could Thomas have…" Emily's question was hesitant. I wonder if it's her shyness coming out, or if she's reluctant to speak Thomas's name.

"No. He was turned not long after me."

“But he could have... been with someone before he was turned," Amanda counters.

I pause, contemplating that scenario. Could he have bedded someone else while claiming he wanted to be with me? Hell, at this point, anything is possible. I just don't believe it. I hear Sam's thoughts stir, but he prudently stays quiet. If he feels like I'm hurt by the possibility that Thomas was with someone else, he isn't projecting it. Doesn't matter. Maybe back then, I would have been hurt. But I carry so much hatred for Thomas now after what he did to Sam and Zac that I can't find an ounce of empathy for the boy I knew long, long ago.

"He could have," I concede. "But why call her Anala?"

"Because he was in love with you," Sam answers matter-of-factly.

"We were children, Sam."

"And he allowed himself to be Cursed when he thought something had happened to you. He murdered your parents," he finishes softly.

The pang of guilt and sadness hit me, causing me to tremble.

I'm sorry. I could clearly hear the dismay he felt when Sam made the apology in my mind.

It's true. I respond in kind. It's fine, baby.

"Well, we won't know much until we get the journals," I say out loud for everyone to hear.

"We can go tonight." Jeremy cracks his fingers and bounces on his toes as if he's ready for a fight. As proud as it makes me, I can't let them go.

“I'll go," I say. Although my tone indicates I want no arguments, they still argue. What can I tell you? They are my Hunters. I would probably be disappointed if they didn't argue.

"Why should you go alone?" Jenna scoffs.

"Ana, you can't do this alone!" Amanda scolds.

"No way!"

"We'll go with you!"

"What if something happens?!"

Jeremy, Eric, and Emily talk over each other, each raising their voice and becoming more stubborn. The only one I don't hear from—and the one I worry about the most—is Sam. I don't know if I'll get the cooperative Sam or the one who'll be pissed off at me for wanting to handle this alone.

"Look, those guys over there are unpredictable. I will not risk your lives for a few books."

"All the more reason for us to go with you!" Amanda puts her hands on her hips and glares at me. She then turns that glare on Sam. "Will you talk some sense into her! I mean, you're her boyfriend! Maybe she'll listen to you!"

All the others look to Sam expectantly. Clearly, they believe he can change my mind. Maybe if I weren't so cautious about Malcolm's mental state, I would let Sam try. As it stands, after meeting Malcolm, following our flight to England to gather more information about Hunters and Cursed Ones, which we recently learned about, I find myself wondering if his mental well-being is hanging by a thread.

"Will you at least let me go with you?" I hear Sam ask, bringing my attention back to the present.

“You're still new, Sam. I can't take the chance..." I had to curse Sam after Thomas had him beaten to the brink of death. It wasn't something I wanted to do, at least not like that, and not so soon. However, with Amanda begging me, Sam and Amanda's mother asking me for a miracle, and my own desire to keep the man I love with me, I had no other options. I'm still surprised at how well Sam is handling being Cursed. I just can't help being worried that it may change at any moment.

“You don't trust me?

"That's not it!" I pace away, running a hand through my raven hair. I still have the contacts in that I wore to hide my almost transparent eyes, making them closer to their original blue, and they're beginning to irritate me. Sam has contacts as well, to hide the effects of being turned. I stand in front of him and hold his gaze, enjoying the fact that his eyes are close to his golden eyes I adored so much. "I trust you, you must know that. But you have been Cursed for less than two weeks. This is all still new to both of us. Please, Sam. If you go with me, I'll be worried about you, not focused on what I'm supposed to be doing."

Sam's once expressive eyes look dull behind the contacts, but he still nods, acquiescing to my pleas.

“Ugh! Fine!" Amanda throws her hands up in frustration at Sam's seemingly easy surrender. Only I know he's seething inside. "You won't let Sam go, then you're taking at least one of us."

"No."

"Ana!"

"Enough, Amanda! For once, act like I'm your leader and not just your best friend." I soften my voice when I see her flinch at my tone. "I'm not doing this to be difficult. Those people have guns. Guns, Amanda. I will not put you in danger like that. How do you think I would feel if you were killed because of something I could have easily done myself?"

Amanda opens her mouth, then closes it again, looking genuinely chastised.

"But they're Hunters, Ana," Eric tries reasoning.

"You think I can't handle them?" I raise an eyebrow, put my hands on my hips - much like Amanda - and dare him to say something I don't agree with.

"Of course you can. But we are Hunters. We are your family. You shouldn't have to do it on your own. It is you who thinks we can't handle them."

Well, damn. I challenged him, and he accepted my challenge.

Sigh. "I have faith in all of you and your skills, Eric. But we are not dealing with typical Hunters here. Their guns can kill you without you even knowing they're there. Guns won't hurt me."

Each of them considers my explanation, and I hope they can see my side. Either way, I don't want them putting themselves in danger, but I'd rather they not be upset with me.

"She's right," Jenna finally says. Yeah, I know. I'm just as shocked as you. Jenna and I have recently reached a tentative truce, but I'm still a little surprised when she defends me. "Guns are no joke. As much as I hate for Ana to go by herself, she's the only one—besides Sam—who can do this without getting killed by the stupid freaks."

Ah, there's my Jenna.

Amanda sighs heavily, but she can't argue anymore, which I know is tough for her. Dear, sweet, blond, cheerful Amanda does not like to lose.

"If something happens to you I'll never forgive you," she grumbles, brushing past me to stalk back into the sitting room.

The others glance at me, then at Sam, then back to me. Their excuses for leaving us alone are mumbled quickly and incoherently, and I find myself facing an angry Sam.

"I know you're not happy with me, baby, but . . . "

"Why do you think they couldn't sense me?" he interrupts.

I take a moment to adapt to the course change this discussion just took. I think back to when Sam found out what I really was, and he asked me the same question. 'Why can't I sense you?''

I take a cautious step toward Sam and softly place my palm on his cheek.

“They can't sense you for the same reason you couldn't sense me," I explain softly. "There's not an ounce of evil in you, Sam.

"And, yet, you still think I will lose my humanity at any moment," he murmurs, pulling away. "I guess I don't blame you. Zac's humanity switched off pretty quickly."

"Oh, baby." I summon all my strength to resist going to him and wrapping him in my arms. "Zac already had anger issues. I don't believe he was evil, but I don't think he had a handle on his emotions." I give up trying to stay away from Sam and pray he won't pull away from me again. "I don't think you'll lose your humanity. I really don't know what I'm afraid of. This whole thing seems way too easy," I say.

"I understand that. I saw how Zac was and was worried that it would happen to me. I don't know why I haven't felt the intensity of the effects." He looks almost defeated when he lifts his eyes to mine. "I'm afraid . . . "

I pull Sam into my arms and hold him tightly. It's all my fault that he's feeling this fear. If I could stop waiting for the proverbial other shoe to drop, he would be okay. Damn me and my pessimism. Six hundred years of pain and loss can really turn you into a cynic.

"I don't think you have anything to worry about," I confess. "If it hasn't happened yet, I don't believe it will. I've just been overly dramatic and overprotective. I'm sorry."

"So you'll let me go with you?"

I glance up in time to see his charming grin and push him playfully.

"Well played, troublemaker."

"I really was worried. But I'm trusting your judgment. If you're not concerned, I won't be either."

Great. Pressure I don't need.

"I'm not trying to pressure you, baby," he says gently. "Love means trust, right?"

"Right," I grumble. "And, if you go with me, you have to listen to me. You will stay away from the house unless I need you."

"You don't already need me?" he asks seductively.

"Stop it." I tap him lightly on his taut abs. "Of course I need you." I touch my lips to his but pull away before he can deepen the kiss. "Do you agree with my terms?"

"Will you kiss me if I do?"

"Maybe."

"Fine. I will stay in the background. But I will be there at the first sign of trouble."

"Deal. Just be sure to keep aware of your surroundings. There's no telling what they do out there."

Sam nods. "Let's talk to Tania. Maybe she can give us a rundown of their setup."

“Good idea. We'll need to find out where Malcolm keeps the journals and get a layout of the house.” I start walking toward the sitting room. "Maybe Jenna can find the blueprints on the computer…”

I stop talking abruptly when Sam tugs my arm.

"Where's my kiss? A deal has to be sealed, you know."

I chuckle at his playful smirk.

"Well, far be it from me to not seal a deal." I thread my hands through his wheat-colored hair and bring his lips down to mine. Mmm. This is one hell of a seal.
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"Thank you for letting Sam go with you." 

Amanda pulls me away from the crowd after Tania had given us the information we needed. Jenna is currently looking for blueprints, and the others are milling about talking to Sam about plans. I keep my mind in tune with his even as I turn my attention to Amanda. She looks so different from the girl I met a little more than two years ago. She has the same tawny hair (lightened by sun and product), same golden eyes, but what strikes me the most is the hardness behind those once innocent eyes. The girl who once thought boys, clothes, and parties were the most important things in the world is now a mature young woman. It almost makes me sad that she had to grow up so quickly and see so many terrible things.

"I told you before, Amanda, I'm not trying to be difficult. I'm trying to keep you alive."

"I realize that. I know you're my leader, Ana. I've never forgotten that. But I've never forgotten that we're best friends, either. You can't expect me not to worry about you."

I squeeze her forearm gently.

"I know. How are you doing? We haven't really had a moment to sit down and talk. I should have thought to do that with each of you after…"

I feel the sting of tears as I think of Zac. I can't believe he's gone. It feels like a lifetime ago, yet it was less than two weeks since I killed Zac. Oh God, I killed Zac.

"Ana?" I feel Amanda's hand steadying me as I waver.

Sam is beside me in three quick strides.

"Baby?"

"I'm fine." I step back to create space between us.

"What happened?" Concerned eyes plead with her brother to explain what was going on.

"She was thinking about Zac," he relates quietly.

"Tell her the truth, Sam."

"Baby, you had no choice."

"Okay, someone fill me in! I mean, I can't read your mind, Ana." And there's the hands-on-the-hips-I'm-getting-really-annoyed Amanda I know and love.

"What's going on here?" Jenna walks over carrying what look like printed pages. "Here are the plans for the house."

I take the papers from her, thanking her before turning to Amanda. "I know we don't have a dedicated meditation room here, but could you possibly help us set one up? I can't go into this house," I say, holding up the papers, "feeling like this."

“Of course. Come on, Jenna," Amanda says as she grabs a confused Jenna, dragging her out of the room with her.

I feel guilty about my behavior. My goal was to find out how Amanda was coping with Zac's death, but I got distracted by my own unease. Mom, Dad? Please give me the strength I need to be there for my Hunters. I can immediately feel Sam behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. With a gentle squeeze, my anxiety begins to fade.


      [image: ]The room is only lit by candlelight, and the gentle aroma of eucalyptus soothes my racing thoughts. There's so much happening, including a 'Priestess' out there bearing my name, that I can't seem to quiet my mind. Of course, it's been like this ever since Bernard found me. I thought that after I killed Thomas, all of this would end. Why does it feel like it's just beginning?

I glance around, amazed by the job Amanda and Jenna did in such a short time. My small Society of Hunters sits on pillows in a circle surrounding a large white candle. The soft flicker of the flame reflects off each of their faces as they silently watch me and wait. Thankfully, Tania had gone to bed, citing a headache. With the way her temples were pulsing, I believed her without a doubt. I'm sorry she's feeling bad, but it works out well for the rest of us because we don't have to censor ourselves around her. So, we set her up in a room on the other side of the house while we gather in our makeshift meditation space.

"Great job," I compliment both Amanda and Jenna, and the others follow suit. "I wanted to meet with you all before we get into all of this 'Priestess' business." I take a deep breath, letting the fragrance in the air envelop me like an invisible cloak of serenity. "The past couple of weeks have been a whirlwind, but I still should have made the time to check in with each of you to see how you were doing. I hope we can get whatever we need out in the open. And while it will be a long time before we begin to feel even a little bit back to normal, hopefully we will be able to give our full concentration to whatever lies ahead."

I pause, waiting for someone to speak up. But everyone drops their gaze when I look at them.

"Okay," I sigh. "I'll begin."

I pause for a moment to try and find the words for my feelings. How can I tell them how much I ache for what I had to do to Zac? How do I explain the guilt?

Open your heart, baby. They will understand. Trust them to support you just as much as you want to support them.

My eyes track to Sam, and I allow the intense love I feel for him to shine through.

"First, I want to apologize to all of you." I hold my hand up when I see them begin to argue. "Please, let me finish. I am your leader. It is natural for me to feel responsible for each of you. Zac was turned on my watch. I couldn't save him." I pause again, warring with myself about how much to tell them. And I know, without a doubt, they should know everything. "He told me he didn't want to live…this way, but I believed that I, that all of us could help him make the transition. His deteriorating condition should have warned me to be more diligent with his care. I could sit here and try to analyze every single thing that I did, that he said, that we saw, but it all ends the same way. Zac is dead by my hand. He was our friend, our family, our fellow Hunter, and I failed him. I failed all of you. I failed Sam." My voice wavers at this point, but I continue before anyone can say anything. "I swear to you, I will do everything in my power to keep all of you alive. You all deserve that and more for what you have sacrificed for me."

A tear slides down my cheek before I can stop it, but I don't care. I want them to see that I hurt just as much as they do. This isn't the time to hide my feelings from them.

"Ana." Amanda's soft voice carries through the quiet room. The compassion and understanding I hear in just the way she says my name is almost my undoing. "I feel like I speak for us all when I say none of this is your fault." She looks around, making sure she has everyone's agreement before continuing. "I know that I was one of the worst when it came to blaming you, and I can't begin to apologize enough for that."

When Sam was in the hospital, dying, Amanda's emotions overwhelmed her when I refused to do what she asked and turn Sam. She blamed me for what had happened. And that, along with Sam's condition, my killing Thomas, the burden of Zac's situation, my parents' deaths, and a long, lonely life, caused my humanity to falter.

"You are the one who brought me back," I remind her.

"I'm the one who put you in that position in the first place. Wait," she holds up a finger, effectively cutting off my rebuttal. "I knew you already felt guilty. I used that against you. I was so pissed off and scared that I would do anything to change your mind about Sam. What I did was wrong. They all let me know that," she says, jerking her thumb towards the others. "They helped me see the error of what I did. And as much as I hate what happened to Zac, I trust you implicitly. He was too far gone for us to save. Us, Ana. You may have held the sword, but we stood beside you. Yes, it hurts. I feel his loss every day. But our reality… if we don't move on with our lives by putting the past behind us, we will end up the same way."

Amanda leans forward, placing her hand on top of mine.

"Your actions are made to keep us and other innocents safe. How can we possibly fault you for that?"

Sam places his hand over Amanda's, and I watch in stunned silence as Jenna, Jeremy, Sara, Eric, and even Emily join in, putting their hands in as a sign of solidarity with me and our Society. A complete and utter calm washes over me—something I haven't felt since Bernard reappeared in my life.

We face a huge challenge ahead, but because our bond has been strengthened, I believe we will overcome whatever difficulties come our way.
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Sam and I enter the woods, taking the trail Tania told us about. If we can trust her, the trail should lead right to the Enforcers'…home? Hideout? Whatever it is to them, I want to get there undetected. I don't know Tania, so my trust in her only goes so far. My senses kick in on their own - a side effect of being worried about my surroundings - and I stop so abruptly that Sam has no choice but to run into me. 

"Sorry," he murmurs before I have a chance to stop him from speaking.

Quiet. We're not alone.

Closing my eyes, I focus intently on my heightened abilities, trying to determine what we're up against.

I sense them. They're not…human.

No, they're not, I silently agree with Sam. They're cursed. Whether the Cursed Ones are working for the Enforcers, I don't know. What I do know is that I don't sense humans. I'm not sure whether to be grateful for that or pissed off. On one hand, no humans means no guns. On the other hand, Hunters should be patrolling and keeping their area safe. Sigh. I really need to find out what's going on around here.

How many are there?

I close my eyes, picking out the differences in each scent. One thing I know for sure is they are all full bloods. Five distinct scents. I hold up five fingers to Sam and watch him nod.

We can handle that.

His confidence makes me smile. While I am sure we can handle it, I don't want to draw unnecessary attention in case there are Hunters - excuse me, 'Enforcers' - in the area that I just don't sense. As soon as those thoughts enter my mind, my nose picks up six more extremely familiar scents. Damn it! I tug Sam back toward where we entered the woods, approaching my Hunters.

"What are you doing here? I thought I made it clear that Sam and I would be doing this alone." My tone, I'm sure, makes it clear that I am not a happy leader.

"We had a feeling you could use our help," Amanda bravely answers. Her shoulders are squared, and her head is held high as if she's daring me to argue. It takes an extraordinary amount of restraint not to laugh at their independence. Even if they were directly disobeying me. I focus on making my glare menacing. And though I don't mean it, it makes my Hunters take a step back.

“Lucky for you, there are Cursed Ones here, and no humans that I can tell.” I allow a small smile to replace my scowl. "But you cannot go any farther than these woods. I will handle everything else. That is not open for debate. Is that clear?"

Jenna steps forward, her hand lightly resting on her sword. "Tania mentioned something about Malcolm having Cursed Ones roaming the woods to keep away unwanted guests. She thought we should warn you."

"Why didn't she mention that before?" I wonder aloud.

"Good question. I don't trust her," Emily complains. "There are too many holes in her story."

"Do you think she's setting us up?" I ask the group, anxious to hear their opinions.

"I think she wants you to kill Malcolm," Jeremy answers, and I can't help but be impressed with his intuition. I had thought the same thing, but just because she wants something doesn't mean it'll happen.

"You may be right. She saw what I did to Meathead," I begin, thinking of Meathead (aka Gunner, the enormously muscular 'right-hand man' of Malcolm's). The last time we met, Gunner delivered a message from Malcolm to me. In other words, he punched me in the face. I know! What kind of 'gentleman' punches a girl? I had no other choice but to return the message. As far as I know, Gunner went back to Malcolm with a broken jaw and broken nose. "I'm sure she thinks anyone who can handle steroid-man can rid her of her problematic brother."

"Are you planning to kill him?"

My eyebrows shoot straight up to my hairline at Amanda's question. I honestly thought she knew me better than that. I don't kill innocents.

"I mean, I totally would after what I've seen of him, and what he had his buffoon do to you," she hurriedly explains.

"No, you wouldn't. He's an innocent. And possibly a fellow Hunter. We can't kill him," I say dryly, and see her shoulders droop at my reprimand. "That doesn't mean I'm not going to make sure he got my message loud and clear if he interferes with my objective."

I smile at their chuckles, thinking about how great it is that we've become so close during our time together. I guess what they say about what doesn't kill you makes you stronger applies to us as a group.

“Alright, enough standing around. I'll let you handle this mess in the woods. Be extra careful, though, they're Full Bloods. I'm not sure how old they are, so they might pose a problem for you. I'll stay with you just long enough to make sure…”

"We know what we're doing, Ana."

My eyes cut to Jenna.

"I abhor being interrupted, Jenna, especially when I am trying to explain my intentions."

"Sorry."

As I was saying, I'll stay with you long enough to make sure they don't have guns or anything else that could hurt you. I also want to see what we're up against with these Full Bloods to figure out their ages. If they're from my time, you might have a hard time. Not,” I say quickly at my Hunters' narrowed eyes, "because I don't think you can handle them. You've handled me just fine. But I'm only one. There are five of them out there. We don't know how trained they are or if, like Thomas's group, they are swordsmen. Does that satisfy you, Jenna?"

She shrugs but offers me a small smile.

"Good. Be alert. Hold nothing back. Ready?"

My Hunters draw their swords, pressing buttons to release the blades. I nod to them, lifting the hood of my cloak. If we lose one of them somehow, I can't have them returning to Malcolm with my description, especially since I'm pretty sure they're about to find out I'm one of them.

We move into the woods quietly, spreading out enough to cover ground but staying close enough to watch each other's backs. They look to me for directions, and I use hand signals to show where the Cursed Ones are. The closest one is a little over a football field away. They're scattered and staggered as they wander through the woods. That's good for us because they won't gang up on us—at least not before we reach our first target.

They might be able to sense you as you approach. I tell Sam silently. Cursed Ones usually detect the presence and smell of another Cursed One; however, none have managed to detect me. I can't help but wonder if Sam will be the same way. Sam nods but stays aligned with me. Let them handle it. Only step in if necessary. I feel Sam's hand brush my lower back, and a jolt of electricity runs through me from the simple touch. Oh boy. It'll be nice when we finally get a chance to just get to know each other without anything else going on. When Sam chuckles softly, I know he agrees wholeheartedly.


      [image: ]I tap Amanda lightly on the shoulder and point to her left. She quickly takes her position while I silently give orders to the others. We're effectively closing in on the first Cursed One, and I confirm that the others are still some distance away. I leave it up to them how to handle the situation. I'm just here to observe. At least, I hope so.

Jeremy takes point with Emily and Eric flanking him. They are perfectly in sync, needing no words to communicate. I pause to feel proud before being truly impressed by their plan.

As Jeremy, Emily, and Eric approach the Full Blood, Jenna, Amanda, and Sara move soundlessly out of sight, but never so far that they can't be there immediately if needed. To my surprise, the first three hide their swords and advance amiably. Just a stroll in the woods.

"Excuse me? We must be turned around. Do you know how to get back to the road?"

It's so unbelievable to me that I almost laugh out loud. My Hunters know that Cursed Ones can tell if someone is a Hunter. However, if these Cursed Ones are working with the Enforcers, they might be respectful. Very smart, I think as more pride flows through me.

"Who are you?" the Cursed One snarls. There's no doubt this guy is Cursed with that voice. He's not big at all, at least two inches shorter than Sam's six foot four frame, and he's not very well defined. Gangly would be the first word that comes to mind. But I know looks don’t tell the whole story. This Full Blood will be quick and nimble as well as strong. Being this close, I can sense more about the Full Blood, and the smell of his blood is old, though I don't think he's as old as me. Just that knowledge relaxes me a bit.

"We're just hikers, man. No biggie. Just a little turned around."

"Are you Malcolm's?"

The question makes me bristle. No, damn it, they're not Malcolm's! Sam's hand tightens around my bicep, stopping me as I inch forward.

"Trying to be, man. You know how it is. They won't take her, though." Jeremy jerks his thumb at Emily. Good strategy, Jeremy!

The Cursed One actually smiles as if he understands. "She'll make a good servant," he rasps.

Ohh, I can see Emily stiffen from my vantage point. I don't blame her. I also notice that Jeremy and Eric take a step back as the other girls step forward next to Emily. Huh. Interesting. They're about to show this Full Blood just what girls can do.

"Servant my ass," Emily retorts and punches him in the face, stunning him for a fraction of a second. But no matter how quick he is, my Hunters are ready. The girls side-step his advance, and Emily, with help from Jenna, donkey kicks him in the back, making him stumble and fall forward. Not surprisingly, the guys stay back, knowing the girls will have no problems.

The Full Blood growls and scrambles up. As much as I want my girls to show this ass who's boss, I'm hoping they hurry and not play with him for too long. We have things to do, and we don't need the other Full Bloods showing up to investigate. As if they read my mind, each of them has their swords ready for when the Full Blood charges again. Amanda rams her sword through his chest, rendering him useless. By some silent agreement, Emily makes the kill shot by bringing her sword down across his neck.

"Teach you to call me a servant," Emily mumbles before turning to me. "What can you tell about him?"

Besides his being as big an ass as Malcolm?" I ask, making her smile. "He's old, but not as old as I am. Not a word, Jenna!" I give a mock glare at Jenna. I just know she wants to make a smart-ass remark about my age, but she actually stays quiet. "I'm impressed with all of you. Jeremy, that approach was genius."

Jeremy's chest puffs out with pride before he confesses that they had talked about their strategy beforehand.

"Did you notice that he seemed a bit scared of Malcolm?" Eric asks the group. "His eyes darted as if he were expecting Malcolm to suddenly pop out."

The others nod their agreement. The observation doesn't make me happy. If the Full Blood was expecting an appearance, that means Malcolm or Meathead could show up at any time.

"Take care of the others and do it quickly. Then I want all of you out of here."

Sam's eyes whip to me.

"Except for you, Sam. I've already agreed to that. Just remember what you agreed to. You can make sure everything goes according to plan out here, then follow me to the edge of the woods. I'm trusting you to stay back, Sam."

"I will stay back unless I feel you need help. That's my deal, Anala. I will not leave you behind."
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CHAPTER ONE

“WEIL PIAYED, TROUBLEMAKER."
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CHAPTER THREE

“WE'RE NOT ALONE."
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CHAPTER TWO

“I FAILED AIL OF YOU."
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

“CATCHING YOU UP."
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